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 Hey hey,

If only you Had to see, the silver lining is often blinding
If you are witnessing, heuristic things for you invented and inviting

I break down at a ratio of 3:1
Age poison and that damn it disease
What fun. Reduction of sense dull cognition gone sailing
These words that justify an old bad ideal behaviour
The vessel looks well yet feels like used motor oil
That was clever wasn't it: learn, live and laugh; remember
Is a happy absurdity take what you get and be glad that you got it 

Or forget about it. Dismiss optimism that requires some thinking
Hey, I have never seen a flying saucer or no flying kites.
Though something like sixty's ways we might have got here
Don't believe me? It could be one more than nine-teen fifty-nine
It's taken sum years to learn what this is, is and isn't.
This so true love to share and tickle a dear readers frontal lobe

After all, enough about a non paper or plastic bag
It is these enchanted and charming common nouns and improper double dipped back verbs
That shriek and howl to the dark side of kind minds
After all there is no light without darkness
No church without a devil no friend without a foe
fire and forget a weak unskilled two against ones best chance to win

Here is a vacant lot
Used and destroyed
A great wasteland of broadcasting babies bones and bullets
Left to outgrowing ruins
Just like the virus over does it
Vague vampires and light witches
Goddamn it's okay to be haunted. N E ways
Just let the monsters in to break off all the light switches
Sleep at a dormant mile by candle light
Dream it's a grand gray marble rock king out. Fire place
The great fairs unfair rehearsals of shows that do not show

There is a static black and white cosmic channel
so deep and kept safely away
A great goddess an all mother that cares not and yet. So confident
In a space of equal or less then volume so much more fight for life
Quiet. And only the predators have lights
So pure may dirty hands never ever reach this, Ever
Ever and again, stop fucking with everything
Candle track lighting a house fire
A fire place. Point A.
Before a life long chase. Point B.
I dare and tease, too, so you see.
I dare remark calling up and on
The responses of the irresponsible

Countered at any step up for life in an attic or buried down deep in a bath room closet
The real sadist is they who deny proper indulgence
Another lame compulsion. How passive, that's cute
It does no one any good, is dead weight and useless in a crisis
Death is absent and abstinent normally an absolute 

So everyone is imperfect that is not front row seats to folly
Fast forward fools speak and dream so big and live so little
The only things granted are now, death and decay
And if so very wanted some deep desirable need. Boldly fulfilled

I'm never so-so alive in the shade
Lone fallen star watching from the hills
They're, smiles and some tears
Their, sounds of warmth and smell of sleep
Tonight behind cover from wind and chill
Greetings
You are well and that's for all i know
Dear, you never know so go
Maybe unknown is good for you two.
No?

What is better than a day spent trying to divide reason by zero

Was it the wheel or the substitute sugar
When something else in the way mattered
Why say nothing changes and engage in changing nothing
More, naturally, leads to less value lack of meaningful sensation
bad taste takes place risking depression suicide discoloration of the urine and feces
Sleep talking walking eating driving fucking and/or sleeping
It's just another devilish D with free delivery (en)tailing.
Poor judgement of quality and character?

How lazy and not amazing not amusing unwise
unimaginative master waster of days. Echoing!
Spiritual success for naturally born losers. Prey?
The elements and universe hunt and harvest life
You know this, yet, never really know it, you know?
We don't. I like to treasure that and treat myself, since
Without this life seems as handy as a toilet lever!

Things so small, profound and evocative in a swarm of vacuum
Here are only three sides to a not just for fun telling what magic words
It's seven lines each less than or equal to twenty-one (thousand and one) possibilities 
Two hours a daze twice on this plane the rest a singularity
The web of bubble nebula pulling us all so far inside out
Away from this page and this pen and this hand
Writing an impression to Those so special
Another blank message in a metal broken bottle
Floating off shore in and of The electric waters
During snow fall lingering into lightning
With 25 years of practice and 21st century smoke signals 
oh, how? Hi!
Ry